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upon its arches, a bomb on the Little Theatre and one
close to Cleopatra's Needle I stand in my flat between
them, afraid My mother in her night-dress stands
beside me, unafraid "Come to bed, Lilian, it is all
over now " A dresser at the Savoy Theatre, so Horace
Annesley Vachell told me, got very angry when the
bombs began to fall, turned to him and said "This war
seems to be getting serious, Sir Don't you think we
ought to do something to them there Germans?"
The year draws in December 1917 Two days
before Christmas Mr Asquith sent me a letter which
reveals his fortitude and his solicitude for a friend
"23 December, 1917
"You have indeed been scourged by the whips of
Time this last year
"We have just heard that Arthur—our son—was
rather severely wounded last Thursday in France
He was hit above the ankle, and has a bad compound
fracture, but they hope to save his foot It was very
hard luck, as he had just taken command of his
Brigade, and become a General
"All my love, and my heartfelt wishes for everything
that is good and happy for you in this coming year
"Always your loving,
"HHA"
Then in January, Annajanska
I had sat on the beach so long that the sun is setting
when I get up, carried to my feet by the memory of
this whirl of work I remember the little girl, the
daughter of a man who lives for work "Where is
Pappsie?" she said Her mother "He is working, that's
how he gets us cakes and clothes, and everything we
have " The little girl made answer "I hope he'll go on
working till he dies "
/ will go on working till I die
I went to the Inn, paid my bill, left Lulworth and
returned to London It was the midsummer of 1918

